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New Love 


Author's Notes: 

Quick disclaimer, the first part was written literally in my first week in the gnr fandom so i get that the 
sobriety timeline and shit is all fucked up but i think its decently written and im not changing it. all lawsuits, 
drug deals, whatever are made up, just in case some dick decides to be a dick about it. if you dont ship it dont 
read it.. or do cause i spent a lot of time on this.. yup have fun 


Slash: 


| stumbled off the stage in a sweat, my smile wide, adrenaline flowing. The concert had started out rough, with 
Axl arriving about 4 hours late, but that was forgotten the moment he started singing. And just for a 
moment | thought that things were gonna be okay for him. Now though, | was beginning to worry. As that last 
note hung over the mezmorized crowd, Axl had gone down under the steps, disappeared. Our manager was 
looking for him, saying they needed to discuss something important about a new lawsuit and shit. | was 
beginning to become tired of Axl's games, but that fucker was still my best friend. | found him in a corner 


alone, smoking a cigarette, cracked and empty Jack Daniels bottle beside him. 


"Yo Axl, ya need to get your fucking ass up now, go take care of your fucking lawsuit." He just stared at me, 


eyes glazed over uncomprehending. 


"Axl, you hear me. Fucking dike get your ass up now!" | grabbed him up under the arms, trying to make him 
stand. Instead, his entire body seemed to collapse, falling into me. 


"Slash," he whispered, his voice raspy and hoarse. 
"Ya?" | asked, relieved that at least he was sober enough to recognize me. 


"Help.. me," and then he passed out in my arms. | held him for a minute, unsure of what to do. All | could 
manage was to stare at his face, so soft and innocent in his unconsciousness. | carried him to the tour bus, 
laying him down on his bed. 


"Yeah, we're gonna have to cancel the interview for tomorrow morning. | don't care if it's fucking worldwide, 
he's not gonna fucking go on his own, and | sure as hell ain't gonna be the one to make him. Fine, fuck you to, 
you work for me remember! | can fucking fire you so quick man" That taken care of | went back to Axl, sitting 
on the bed beside him. | placed a cool washcloth on his forehead, pressing down gently the way he had done for 
me before | had gotten clean. Seeing him this way, the innocence again astounded me. | stroked his hair, trying 
to soothe him as he moaned anxiously in his sleep. His eyes opened then, meeting mine. | expected them to 
harden, expected him to yell. But Axl surprised me, then again when hasn't he? His eyes crinkled, with what | 
think was affection, but maybe he was still drunk. My hand continued to stroke his hair, and he reached up to 
grab it. Not to swat it away, but to intertwine his fingers with mine. | don't know how long we sat like this, 
unmoving, my hand in his. With his other hand, he reached around my neck, tangling his fingers in my hair. 


"You're still wearing your top hat you silly fuck," he said smiling. Then, he collapsed forward, lips touching mine 
lightly, delicate. | pulled him into my arms, pressing harder. | wasn't quite sure what was happening, but thinking 
didn't seem first priority at that moment. All that mattered was me, and Axl. Nothing else. 


When | awakened my clothes were gone, and Axl was tucked in my embrace. What had happened last night? | 
hadn't been drunk, hadn't danced with Mr. Brownstone in months. | was unable to explain it, not even to myself. 
Yawning, his porcelain face looked up at me, confused again. So small he seemed in my arms, even smaller than 
usual. | waited for him to say something, to tell me what was going on, although | doubt he knew. We simply 
lay there, watching each other, neither one of us daring to move. 


"So," | said finally breaking the silence. 
"Slash," he began. 


"You know what, fucking forget about it. Right, never happened man. You were drunk." He stared at me for a 


second, before replying softly, 


"But you weren't" | sat up, grabbing my jeans, hastily buttoning them, avoiding his gaze. 


"I said to forget it Axl. Never happened" When he replied again his voice was so quiet | wasn't sure at first | 


had heard him right 
"What if | don't want to forget?" My head turned quickly to look at him. 

"What did ya say?" 

"| said, | dont want to forget it, Slash. Okay? Look, | know it's fucked up, and | know I've said some pretty 


negative things about this type of thing, but you can't say that that didn't mean anything. Okay, it meant a lot. 


To me, anyways." 


A cloud of nicotine and a second time 


"Slash! Slash get your ass out here will ya, | need to show ya something!" Axl's eyes widened as he looked up 


at me from under his eyelashes. 
"Don't go," he whispered. 


"l'm sorry. We'll talk later, okay?" | finished dressing in a hurry, then left the room, making sure no one could 


hear where | was coming from. 

"Check this out, fucker," Izzy half smiled as he strummed a few chords, slow at first, then faster as Duff 
joined in with a wicked bass line. | tried to smile, but | couldn't allow myself to feel happy being out here. | 
needed to get back to Axl, figure out what the fuck was going on between us. 

"Hey Slash, you okay man?" They had stopped playing, and Duff was looking up at me with narrowed eyes. 
"Yeah fucker, whatever." 

"| wonder if that girl Axl was with last night is still here." 


"Uh, what are you talking about?" | started to panic. 


"That girl man, I've never heard Axl make sounds like that before. I've got to admit it it made me horny as 


shit man. Are you saying you didn't hear them last night?" 

"Uh, | was out with Steven, at some fucking bar or shit | don't know. But | wasn't here." 
"Who fucking cares anyways? We gonna play or what?" Izzy looked slightly pissed. 

‘Ive got shit to do, I'll work with you guys some more later," | muttered, getting up. | walked outside, sitting on 
a pile of rocks, trying to clear my head. | don't know how much time passed, but suddenly | wasn't alone on the 
rocks." 

"Hey," Axl said hesitantly. 
"Hey." We both just sat there, not moving. | don't know whose hand reached out first, but somehow our fingers 
became intertwined. Axl leaned in toward me, resting his head on my shoulder softly. | slowly pried my fingers 
from his, and instead wrapped my hand shyly around his waist. We didn't say anything, we didn’t need to. | shut 


my eyes, and fell asleep with Axl in my arms. 


When | woke up again the sky was dark. A cloud of nicotine laced smoke lingered in the air around me. As my 


eyes adjusted | made out Axl's figure, still beside me, smoking a cigarette and staring off into the night. He 


noticed | was awake, and offered me a drag. | took it, breathing it in for half a second, before throwing it to 


the ground, stomping it out. 


"What the hell ma-" | stopped him in mid sentence, kissing him hungrily, desperately. He kissed me back, biting 
my lip, clutching my hair with both hands. 


"Um guys?" 
Shit. | pulled away, quickly. Axl whimpered in need, but | put my hand over his mouth, shushing him. Steven 
stood just a few feet away, staring. | looked around. The moonlight had gotten brighter, there was no denying 


what had been going on. | started to deny it anyways, but Steven stopped me, just smiling. 


‘Its cool Slash, Axl. Okay, it's fine. | won't tell anybody if you don't want me to, just..whatever." Axl looked up at 


me again, his eyes begging me to make Steven go away. | looked at Steven, widening my eyes. 

"Okay, | get it. Just..yeah." He turned quickly, walking away. 

The second he was gone, Axl was pulling down my pants, kissing me while doing so. Again | had to stop him. 
"What's wrong?" He asked, hurt plastered across his face. 


"Axl, it happened once. We can just say that was a mistake, a confused drunken mistake. But if it happens a 


second time..." 


"It wasn't a mistake, Slash. Okay, please tell me it wasn't a mistake. Please." His voice was beginning to tremble 


now, something that happened so rarely | was surprised | could even tell. 


"Please, Slash," he murmured one more time. | looked into his eyes, so confused, yet so sure. | put my palm 
against his cheek, and he melted into it. When | took my hand away, it was damp. Axl Rose, crying. Over me. 


"Okay," | said finally. And again, we became one. 


Goodbye Baby 

In hindsight maybe falling asleep in each others arms with our pants off wasn't the best idea seeing that we 
were outside in the open. But fuck it, it turned out fine. So far at least. | knew | probably should move, before 
someone saw us, but | couldn't stop watching him, light snoring and moaning. He was beautiful. | ran my fingers 
lightly through his hair, and he woke up. Angry. 

"What the fuck man?!" | stared at him in amazement. 

"Axl, wha-" 

"What is your problem you faggot? Just leave me alone!" He stomped away as | watched him in disbelief. 


Izzy: 


| said | can't fuckin pay you right now man. We got a gig next Friday or Wednesday or some shit, I'll pay you 
then" 


"Mira pretty boy, El Karma don't do favors. You pay now with money or with something mas valuable mm? 
"Just give me a little time, favor for a friend." 

"Pretty boy and El Karma are not friends." 

| looked down at the ground. Shit. Then another face was with us. 


"The fuck is going on Izzy?" Axl. 
"Who is this now?" El Karma smiled broadly at Axl, who responded with a death glare. 


"Axl fucking Rose you piece of shit." Oh no, Axl looked really fucked up on something. 
"Don't fight him Axl. Just leave." 


"No, no Ashel, do not leave. Izzy, | will make you a deal, yes? | will let you go, but | get tu bonitisima amiga 


until you bring me the money. Sound good, amigo?" 
"lim not a fucking chick!" 
It's a deal." 


Axl looked at me in disbelief. "Are you out of your fucking mind?!" 


"Good, good" Then | was being knocked in the head by El Karma's gun. The last thing | saw as | fell was Axl 
being dragged away and stuffed in El Karma's Mercedes. 


What can | do now? 


Slash: 

Axl still hadn't returned. After the incident on the rock he had stormed off. | saw Izzy leave a few hours later. 
Then Duff and | went to do some interview. "Axl wrote em alll" "Axl wrote em all, that should be the name of 
a fucking Metallica album!" When we got back Axl was gone. Izzy still wasn't back. Steve was passed out on the 
steps. The phone started ringing. | ignored it. It rang again. 

"Fucking what?!" | answered. 

"Turn on the news." 

"Who the hell-" 


"Just do it. The line went dead" 


Whatever. | had nothing better to do. | flipped on the tour bus's shit tv.. and there was Izzy. 


Oh shit oh shit oh shit. And where was Axl? 


The phone rang continuously. After a few minutes Duff pulled it out of the wall, and chucked it through the 


window. Glass shattered, one shard going through Steven's arm, waking him up. 

"What the-" 

I'm gonna go see him." And Duff was gone. Steven and | looked at eachother, and followed. 
"Saul, what is going on?" 

"| don't even know fucker." 

"Is Axl." 


| SAID | DON'T FUCKING KNOW!" We piled into the first car we saw, and Duff hot wired it, pulling away quickly. 


The sounds of police sirens followed us. 


"Slow down fucker!" Duff didn't appear to hear me. We stopped at the hospital, sprinting out before the cops 


could catch us. 


"We need to see a friend, Izzy stradlin" 
"OMIGAWD YOU'RE DUFF MC- AND SLA- AND STEVEN ADLER, | LOVEYOUSOMUCH YOU SAVED MY LI-" 


We all looked at eachother, and took off running down the halls. Bad idea since we really had no fucking idea 


where Izzy was. Lucky though, he heard us, guess we were making a lot of racket. 
"Duff! Slash!" We opened the door behind us, and there he was. 


"Fucker, they said you were in critical condition- you pussy you look fine." We all laughed until Izzy moaned in 


pain and fell backwards. Fucking oops. His face was serious now. 
"You don't happen to know where Axl is do ya?" asked Izzy 
"No, should we?" replied Duff 


"Um, probably not. So | was pretty fucked up last night and | may have, um, given Axl to a crazy Mexican 
drug dealer." We were silent. Then Steven and Duff started to laugh hysterically. 


"Guys | ain't messin with you, kay?" 

‘lm sorry man, | believe you, just.. mean it's kinda fucking hilarious." They kept on laughing. Only me and Izzy 
remained serious. Izzy in a solemn, slightly ashamed way. Me, unable to breathe. Unable to see. Unable to feel 
my legs beneath me. | crumpled to the floor. They all stopped laughing. Steven's face suddenly remembering, 
comprehending. 


"Oh god." Steven sat down next to me, awkwardly putting his arm over my shoulder. | couldn't say anything to 
him, couldn't move. 


"What do we do?" asked Duff. 

"El Karma said he's give Axl back when | have his drug money." 
"And you believe him?" 

"What other choice do | have." 

"| don't know, call the fucking cops." 

"Did you not hear the words drug dealer?" 


‘Its not exactly a secret you got heroin, lz. Especially after today." 


"Oh, okay so we turn him in. You know how many fucking connections that guy has? They'll be after all of us." 


"Shit, you're right. Okay, well we can give you the money. You go back to El Karma, see if he's good for his 


word." 
"But what if it's too late." | whispered, barely able to say the words. 
"What was that buddy?" 


"What if Axl's already d-" 


Just Me 


Guess | passed out or something. They hooked me up to a fucking iv, won't let me move. Like | would be able to 
anyways. Don't think, don't think, don't feel. Axl. Axl | love you. | always have, | always will. Please, please let him 


be alright. We can talk it over, for real this time. We can work things out. | love you. | love you. Axl. Please. 


My body is moving on its own. My brain isn't commanding it to do shit. | pull away from the machines, walk 
down the hall in my hospital robe. Nurses and doctors, chasing me, screaming | think, but | hear nothing. See 
nothing but what was straight ahead. To Izzy's room. Sleeping. Somehow | find his phone. Recent calls, under the 
name "John Wallaby." We don't know a John Wallaby. | call the number. El Kama? I'm a friend of Izzy's. No, not 


police, | swear. | have his money. Meet me, bring our friend. 


In the alley behind the Ralph's. You got the cash? | hand it to him. What about Axl? What about him? The cash 
wasn't enough. El Karma charges interest. El Karma gets what was coming for him. | take the gun from my 


back pocket. | don't remember ever grabbing it, but there it is. There is a bang. El Karma falls. 


"You know how many fucking connections that guy has? They'll be after all of us." "After all of us." No, not all 


of us. Just me. 


